Poem* 

Gainft deatl^and all oblivious emnitie 

Shall you pace forth, your praife (frail ftill finde roome 

Even in the eyes of all poftericie 

That were this world out to the ending doome. 

So till the judgement that your felfe arife, 

You live in this 5 and dwell in lovers eyes. 


Famliaritie breeds contempt. 

go am I as the rich whofc bleffed key. 

Can bring him to his fweet uplocked treafure? 
The which he will not ev’ry hower furvay, 

For blunting the fine point offeldomepleafurc* 
Therefore are feafts lo foilemne and fo rare. 
Since feldome cocnming in the long yeare fet. 
Like ftones of worth they thinly placed are. 

Or captainc Iewells in the carconet. 

So is the time that keepes you as mv cheft. 

Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide* 
To make fome fpcciall iaftantfpcciaJI bleft. 

By new unfoulding his imprifon’d pride* 

Bleflcd are you whofe worchinefle gives fcope. 
Being had to tryumph, being lackc to hope. 


Patient Ay mat us, 

JS it thy wiil 5 thy Image (frould keepe open 
My hcavie eyelids to the weary night ? 


Doll 



Vo'emss 

j)oft thou defire my (lumbers fiiould be broken,, 
While (hadowes like to thee doe mocke my fight f 
Is it thy fpirit that thou fend’d from thee 
Sofarre from home into my deeds to pry. 

To finde out (frames and idle houres in me. 

The fcope and tenure of thy Iealoufie? 

Ono,thy love though much, is not fo great^’ 

Itismv love that keepes mine eye awake. 

Mine owne true love that doth triy reft defeat, 

To play the watch-man ever for fhv fake. 

For thee watch I,whilft thou doft wake elfe-wheri* 
From me farre of* with others all too ncarc. 


A Vakdiftion* 

>tfO longer mourne for me when I am dead, 

Then you (hall heare the furl y fullen bell 
Give warning to the world that I aw fled 
From this vile world with vildeft wormes to dwell i 
Nayifyou read this line, remember not. 

The hand rhat wrir it, for I love you fo, 

That I in your fweet thoughts would be forgot* 
Ifthinkingon me then fhould make you woe, 

0 if (I fay) you loolce upon this verfe, 

When I fper haps) compounded am with clay* 

Doc not fo much as my poore name reherfe $ 

But let your love even with my life decay, 
heaft the wife world (hould looke into your moixs* 
4 nd mocke you with me after I am gone, 

V * 


- 
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